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v the Tune of the 


fo chat gulzra Foverty, | 
[ Wae worth the time that 1 him ſaw 
Since firſt he laid his Fang on we 
tdy ſelf from him I Coughr deve draw 3 
his wink to me has been 8 Law, 
He haunts we like a penny dog, 
Ot him I ſtand far greatet aw 
Than pupil does of Pedagogue. 

The firſt rime that he wer with me, 

Was at a Ciechan io the Weſt, 
Irs name | crow Kiſbarchen be | 
Where Habies Drons gave many 4 blaſt, _ 
There we ſhook hands, cald be his gat, 
An ill dead may that Caftron dies ?? 
For there he gripped me right faſt”. 
When firft I fell in Cautiourie. 
But yet in hopes to be reliev'd, 
And free'd ſrom that foul Ladlie Lou, 
Fernzicr when Whigs were ill miſchiv*a 
And torcid to fling cheir Weapons down 

When we chas*dthem ſromGla/gowTown, 
wich that Swinger thought co grapple, 
But when ludemnity came down, 

The Laydron caught me by the Thraple, 

Bur yet in hopes of more relief, 

A race I made to Arinfrew. 

Where they did bravely buff my Beef, 
And wade my Body Elack and Blew, 
At Juſtice Court I chem puriu d. 
Expecting help lor their Reproot, 
Indemnity thought nothing due, 

The Dcivil a farthing tor my Loof. 

Bac withing that light ride Taft, 
To trot op Foot | foor wild tyre, 
My Page allow*d me not Beatt, 

L wantcd Git to pay the Hyres 

He and I lap ore meu Syre, 
I heuked him ac Calder cult. 
But long crc | came 10 Clypes-myre 
The raged Rogue caught me a while, 
By Hard Brſh and Bridge of Bonny 
We bicketed down towards Bankier, 
We fear'd u Revers for our Money, 
Nor whiily whaes to grip our Gear . 

My ratterrd Tutot took no Fear, 
(Though he did travel in the Mirk } 

But thought ic fir hen he drew near 
To fi'ſh a Forrage at Falkirk, 

No Man wou'd open me the Door, 

Becauſe my Comerade fiood by, 
They dread fnll ill I was right poor 
By my forſaken Compeny. 

But Cunninghame toon me eſpyd, 
By how and hair he hail'd mc ia. 
And {wore we ſhculd not pait to dry, 
Though I were (tripped to the Skin, 

| bafd all night but long ere Cay, 
My curft companiqgn bade me rites 
1 ſtasc up ſoon and took the way, 
He needed not to bid me twice. 

Bur to do 1 did adviie, 
In Lizbg'w i mic hr not fit don, 
On a Scots G we baired thirices 
Aod in at nigh. co Edinburgh Town, 

We held the Long gate ro Leith Wind, 
Where pooreſt Furies ule io be, 

And in the Caitomn indged Tyne, 
Fic Quarters tor tuch Companie, 

Let i the Hyl- Town tain wonld ſee, 
But that wy Comred did me diicharge, 
He aculd me viclinrns Ale io pile, 
And mut my Load wer wat right large, 

The moro 1 ycorurcd ag the Wind, 
And ſloug c in a: he New ber: be, 
Thinking chat Trywics for to tyne, 
Who coc me Dainna;e what he dow: 

His company tie docs beftow 
On me to my great griet and Pain, 

Ere I che Throay cou'd wrettle throw 
The Lown was at my Heels ain. 

{ green'd to gary on ine Plain ſtanes, 
To lee if Comrade: woe'd me ken, 

We wa ga © pactug there our laines 
The hungery Howr: ' wixt twelve and Qge, 
Thea | knew no way how to den, 
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Yer God reward her for her Love, 
and kindneſs which I feckſul found, 
Moſt ready ſtill tor my behove 
Tre that Hells Hound took her in Hand. 


ſlipt my Page and ſtout᷑ d to Leith 
To try my Credit at the Wine 
But foul a drible fyFd my Teeth, 
He carch'd me at che Coffee Sign 
1 flaw down through theNeasber-Wynd; 
My Lady Seaples Houſe was near, 
To eater tbere was my deſign 
Where Poverty durſt nee appear, 
| digedhere, but I baid not long, 
My Lady tan wound ſheleer me, 
But oh alas! I nceds muſt gang 
And leave that comely Company, 
Her Lad convoy'd me with her Key 
Out through che Garden to the Ficids; 
Kre I the Links could graithly ſee 
My Governour vyas at D Heels, 
I doaughc not danee to Pipe not Ham 
IT had no ſtock for Cards not Dice, 
But I fure to Sir Williaw Sho) 
Who never made his counſel nices 
That ticcle man be 1s right wiſe 
And (haip as any Brier can be 
He bravely gave me his advice 
Hovv | might Poiſon Poverty. 

Quoth he there grovys hard by the Dl 
In Au ton Garden bright and ſheen | 
8 ſoveraigu Herb, call'd Penny Rojol * 
Which all the year grovys freſh and green; 

Could you but gather It fair and clean, 
Your Buſines vyould not go backvrard, 
But let account of it be ſeen 
To the Phyſicians of . 

Or it their Ticket ye bring vvich you 
Come unto me, ye need not fear 
For I lome ot chat Herb can give you 
Which I have plavied this ſame Year, 

It vvill cauſe your Page diſappear 
Who vvair, on you againſt yoor vvill 
To gather ir I ſhall you leur 
In wy oven Yards of Steny-bill, 

Bur vvhen | dread that vvould nor ywark 
over thoughe me of a Wile 

Hovy l might at my leifure lurk 
My Grace leis Guardian to beguil. 

„Ii, bur my galloping a Mile 
Through Cannongate vy ich little loſty 
Till | have Sanctuary 2 vehile 
Within the Girth of 4bby Clofs. 

There 1 vvan in and biyth vas 3 
When co the Inner- Cam | drevy, 

My Governour | did defy, 
For joy I clape my Wings and crevy: 

There Mefſengers dare not purſue; 
Nor wyith the Wands Mens Shoulders flcery 
There dvycls diſtrefied Lairds anue 
In ycace tho they have little Gear 2 

I had not rarried an Hour or ryye, 
When my beſt Fortune vvas to ſee 
A ſighit lure by the mights of Mary 
Of that brave Duke of Albany. 

Where one blink of hu Princly ye 
put chat ton! Fonndring to the flight, 
Frac me he baniſh d Foverty 
ang wade bim take his laſt Good-vighty 
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